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“Accidentally” Swimming 
on Sabbath 


If it had happened at any other 
time, it would have been bad enough. But 
the great tragedy was that it occurred on 
Sabbath afternoon. 

Hilton was a college friend of mine, 
but, sad to say, he never seemed much 
interested in giving his heart to Jesus. 

“Hilton,” we would say, “why don’t you 
give your heart to Jesus now?” 

“Aw, some other time will do,” he would 
say, and we could get no further. 

Then, one Sabbath the tragedy occurred. 
Hilton and some friends were walking. 

They came to a little lake. The day 
was hot, and they thought how refreshing 
it would be to swim. 

“But, of course,” one of them said, “we 
wouldn't go swimming on Sabbath.” 

They should have stopped discussing it 
right then, but they didn’t. 





























“What a shame it’s Sabbath,” one said. 
“What fun we could have if it were Sun- 
day! I bet I could swim across the lake 
faster than you could.” 

“I bet you couldn’t,” someone answered. 

If only it weren’t Sabbath! They stood 
Staring at the sparkling water. 

“I’ve got an idea,” said a boy at last. 
“One of us can walk out on this plank 
that extends over the water. He'll bend 
down to pick something out of the lake, 
and ‘accidentally’ fall in. Then as soon as 
he’s in, he’ll call for help, and, of course, 
even on the Sabbath you shouldn’t stay on 
the bank and let a person drown. That way 
we'll all get to swim.” 

“Good idea,” they agreed, and it was 
settled that Hilton should be the boy who 
would “accidentally” fall in. 

It worked beautifully. Hilton leaned 
over the water, lost his balance, went down 
with a splash, and came up calling for help. 

But the devil, having got these boys and 
girls in his clutches this far, wasn’t ready 
to give them up. He persuaded them to 
change their plan. Instead of going in after 
Hilton, they stood on the bank and laughed 
at him. 

Hilton went under and came up again. 
A third time he went down. “Help!” he 
cried, coming up. “Please help me!” 

There was something about the way he 
said it that struck fear to the hearts of the 
young people on the bank. They suddenly 
realized that Hilton wasn’t fooling. He 
needed help. Quickly one or two of them 
threw off their shoes and dived in. 

But Hilton didn’t come up again. 

For days men searched the bottom of 
the lake. Finally Hilton’s body floated to 
the surface of its own accord. 

What a sober group of boys and girls 
they were who dragged themselves from 
the lake that Sabbath afternoon. Their sin- 
ful foolishness had sent a boy to his death 
—and who knew whether he was ready? 

Please, all you who read this, don’t b 
careless about the way you spend Sabbat 
afternoon. Remember, Jesus said, “Turn 
away your foot from the Sabbath, from 
doing your pleasure on My holy day.” 


Your friend, 
a Wesel 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 














THE GIRL NOBODY WANTED 


By THEODORE LUCAS Y 


ET out! Go away and never come back 

again!” 

The shouts rang through the village like a 
fast-running boy, and everyone came to see. 
They saw a frail young girl with cracked 
and bleeding skin. She looked like a scare- 
crow, with her eyes sunken deep in their 
sockets. She was frightened as they beat her 
and cursed her with every running step. 
They followed her to the edge of the jungle, 
where she fled into the darkness. 

Nina was her name, and she was a leper. 
She was unwanted and unloved. For four- 
teen long and lonesome years the forest 


Unnoticed by the people, Nina slipped into the meet- 
ing and sat down in a back corner, her face covered. 


JOUN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


trees were her shelter. Wild fruit, coconuts, 
cassava, and bananas were her food. Her 
playmates were the small animals of the 
woods, and she knew all the songs of the 
birds. As the years went by she felt at home 
among the trees and the wild flowers. When 
she looked to the sky and breathed the air 
about her, she knew the earth was good. 
Yet when she saw her leprosy she felt 
like a prisoner never to be let go—never! 
Not very far from Nina's lonely shelter 
was the path that led into the village. Down 
this path the natives went to market their 
To page 21 
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Brothers of the Scarred 


By JOHN H. 
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CHAPTER TWO: A CROSS OF BLOOD 





_ ugly thought of a massacre filled Billy's 
mother with horror! Breathlessly she 
waited as the figure of the Indian passed 
along the canvas side of the wagon. Every 
muscle in her body grew tense as she felt 
the soft jar of the wagon frame, telling her 
that the Indian was about to enter where 
she and her tiny infant son were lying. 

Suddenly the canvas at the end of the 
wagon was pushed open, and Billy's mother 
looked squarely into the face of an Indian 
squaw! She was a young Indian mother, and 
astride her hip was a papoose about the 
same size as Billy. 

The pioneer mother’s fears were cast aside 
as the Indian mother spoke softly, “Papoose 
cry? Papoose hungry? Me give papoose eat!” 

The observant Indian not only saw that 
the baby was hungry, but quickly noticed the 
cloth stained with blood which Billy’s mother 
held to her lips. She saw how weak the 
white woman appeared. With sympathy in 
her heart she asked, “Skok—sick?” 

“O Indian friend, I am so very sick,” the 
mother replied. “My cough—it is very, very 
bad.” With this she laid her hand on her 
chest to try and make the Indian mother 
understand her grave condition. 

Not waiting for further conversation, the 
Indian mother quickly entered the battered 
wagon and snatched up little Billy, who 
stopped his screaming and looked up with 
his big blue eyes into the face of his new- 
found friend. Carrying him on her other 
arm, she quietly descended from the old 
wagon and slipped over to her tepee. There 
she nursed him and tenderly laid him down 


on a coyote skin on the floor of her home. 

With his little “tummy” full, it was not 
long until Billy was fast asleep. Alongside 
him the Indian mother had laid her own 
little papoose. As the two babies traveled 
off into dreamland, Billy reached over with 
his little white dimpled hand and caught 
hold of the little brown hand of the Indian 
baby. 

Once the babies were fast asleep, the In- 
dian mother next went to work to help Billy’s 
mother. She went from tepee to tepee call- 
ing on other squaws to help, and soon they 
had gently lifted the pioneer mother and 
carried her into the tepee alongside little 
Billy. 

Tenderly the Indian squaw cared for the 
white woman until she was resting more 
comfortably. 

“You are so kind to me!” exclaimed Billy's 
mother. “What is your name?” 

“My name Natowah!” came the reply. 
“Papoose name Ketowa.” 

Soon the two were carrying on a con- 
versation as best they could. Billy's mother 
told the kind young Indian mother all about 
her experience, her husband’s death, and 
her desert wandering in search of safety. 
She knew that she could not live long, and 
wished to tell Natowah as much of her story 
as possible. 

As the days wore on, Billy and his mother 
were graciously cared for by the Indians. 
He thrived wonderfully well. From Nato- 
wah’s tepee could often be heard the soft 
laughter and cooing of little Billy as he 
tumbled about and played with little Ketowa, 
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the Indian papoose. It was not long until 
the little white child became the pet of the 
whole Indian camp. 

During this time, however, Billy's mother 
grew steadily worse. Any day might bring 
her life to an end. The coughing and the 
pain grew unbearable. One morning she 
beckoned to Natowah, and with great dif- 
ficulty reached up and put her arm around 
the Indian mother’s neck. Laying her other 
hand on her own heart she gasped, “I’m 
dying! My baby—my Billy—please take care 
of him!” 

For a moment the eyes of the two mothers 
met in the bond of love which only moth- 
ers understand. Then slowly Natowah laid 
her hand on the white woman’s heart and 
softly said, “I keep papoose Billy my 
papoose!” 

Looking upward to heaven, Natowah cried 
out for her god to be witness to this cove- 
nant, “Great Spirit, see!” 

A moment later the white mother closed 


Natowah cut a cross on the left hand of each boy, 
then rubbed the wounds together, mixing the blood. 


her eyes and fell asleep, leaving little Billy 
an orphan. 

No one in the tribe objected to Natowah’s 
adopting the little white baby as her own. 
The tribe had learned to love him dearly, 
for when Billy's mother died, he had reached 
the age of nine months and had won his 
way into the hearts of the Indians. Natowah 
felt, however, that she wished Billy to be 
more than a son by word adoption. She 
wanted him to become a real blood brother 
to her little papoose, Ketowa, who was the 
same age as Billy. 

To accomplish this she chose a very inter- 
esting ceremony. Placing the two babies side 
by side on the coyote skin, she took a sharp 
knife and cut a tiny cross on the back of 
the left hand of each of them. When the 
blood began to ooze out of the wounds, 
she pressed the backs of the dimpled little 
fists together until Ketowa’s and Billy’s blood 
mingled together. Satisfied now, Natowah 


To page 19 











“You can’t climb,” sneered Dan. 





“You never 


finish anything if it’s hard.” She determined 


to show him she could! 


RUBY’ s MOUNTAIN 


x Ye By BETTY 


rel wiggled quietly out of her warm 
sleeping bag. Surely it must be morning. 
She could hear the chipmunks chattering 
around the tent. Anyway, she couldn't stay 
in bed any longer, for this was to be the 
most exciting day of her camping vacation 
in Lassen Volcanic Park. Today she and 
Mamma and her older brother Dan were go- 
ing to climb Mount Lassen itself. 

The others were still asleep, but Ruby 
picked her way between the sleeping bags 
to the other end of the tent and shivered 
into her cold clothing. Brr-r, but Lassen Park 
was cold, even in August. 

As she dressed, she thought of what Dan 
had said after he had climbed Lassen Peak 
yesterday with Daddy. “You can see for 
miles from the top—most of northern Cali- 
fornia and clear into Nevada! But, boy, 
what a climb!” he had said. “Uphill all the 
way!” 

And Ruby remembered how furious she 
had been at the other things he had said. 
He’d said that she wouldn't be able to make 
the climb, because she never finished hard 
things. He'd reminded her of their first 
hike after they came to Lassen a few days 
ago, and how she'd whined and fussed be- 
cause the trail was steep. 

Her face grew hot when she thought 
about it. She’d show him today. She would 
climb Mount Lassen or die trying, Just be- 
cause Dan was eleven and she was only nine, 
he thought he was smart. After today he'd 
know that she could hike as well as he 
could. 

She lifted the mosquito curtain and 
stepped outside. All her bright hopes fell 
like ripe pine cones when she looked toward 
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STIRLING 


the towering mountain. It was completely 
covered with a heavy blanket of fog! 

Every other morning she had been able 
to see Lassen’s snow crown sparkling in 
the sun. But today of all days had to be 
cloudy. Even here at the camp the air felt 
moist and the fresh smell of wet pine trees 
was on the wind. 

Ruby took the water bucket from the table 
and scuffed slowly through the pine needles 
to the campground faucet. What a miserable 
day this would be if she couldn’t climb Las- 
sen. Tomorrow would be too late, for they 
would be going home. If only this wind that 
whined in the treetops and ruffled the lake 
would blow away the clouds that covered 
the mountain! 

When she returned with the water, Ruby 
found Daddy building the campfire and 
Mamma slicing potatoes into the skillet. 
Ruby plopped herself down on a log by 
the fire. 

“Daddy, do you suppose it will clear off 
soon?” she asked hopefully. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “The ranger said 
last night that it might snow. Doesn’t look 
like a good day to climb Lassen, does it?” 

Ruby blinked back her tears. 

Mamma put the pan of potatoes on the 
fire and then broke half a dozen eggs into 
another skillet. “Cheer up, Ruby!” she said. 
“The weather forecast isn’t always right.” 

But the wind blew harder, and the fire 
snapped and sizzled from the mist. 

The come-and-get-it smell of the frying 
potatoes and eggs brought Dan from the 
tent with a hungry look on his face. Soon 
the two little ones, Marj and Dick, came 
out too. 














Ruby choked down her breakfast while 
Dan talked cheerfully about the fine weather 
they were having and how he wished it 
would snow. After all, he had climbed Lassen 
yesterday. What did he care if he couldn’t 
climb it again today? 

“Can't we climb Lassen even if it is 
foggy?” Ruby asked. 

“We couldn’t see anything,” said Mother. 
“We'll wait until noon, anyway. Perhaps 
the clouds will clear away.” 

The morning hours seemed to creep by. 
At noon the cloud covering on Lassen was 
thicker. 

“Please, Mamma, say we can go,” Ruby 
pleaded between mouthfuls of hot stew. 
“Even if we can’t see anywhere from the 
top, I want to climb Lassen.” 

Her mother looked questioningly at 
Daddy. “What do you think?” she asked. 

“You'll get cold and wet.” He stopped to 
flip two enormous black ants off his trouser 
leg. “And you won't have much of a view 
from the top.” 

“But it’s our last chance. Please let's go,” 
Ruby begged. 

“All right,” said Mamma. 

“You can always turn around and come 





down if you find the climb 
too hard,” said Daddy. 

But Ruby promised her- 
self that she would go to 
the top no matter how hard 
it was. She would not be a 
quitter. 

In a few minutes the whole family got 
into the car to drive to the start of the 
Lassen Peak trail. Daddy and the two little 
ones would wait for them in the car there. 

“We made the hike in just over two 
hours yesterday,” Dan boasted. 

“You won't do it today, son,” said Daddy. 
“Not in this weather.” 

Ruby shivered in spite of herself when 
she stepped out of the warm car, and the 
icy wind swirled up inside her raincoat. 
But she was not going to complain. No 
siree! 

By the time they had reached the first 
switchback on the trail they could no longer 
see the car through the fog. It seemed to 
Ruby that they were in a fog room, with 
the walls of wet fog pressing in closer all 
the time. And how the wind did blow! 
When they went one direction, they faced 
it and could hardly force their way ahead. 





The wind was so strong that Ruby had to get down on 
her knees and crawl along. But she didn’t care. She 
had climbed her mountain, and Dan was proud of her. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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Go Ro Aa dka ha cho cta ha 


MORNING PRAYER .& 


\ 
By MAURICE Hie 


Dear God, make me a better child, 
A greater help to Mother; 
May | remember to be kind, 
To share my toys with brother. 


And when I go to bed, tonight, 
And | shall pray again, 

May | have nothing to regret. 
God, grant my prayer. Amen! 
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Then when they turned on the next switch- 
back, the wind came from behind and almost 
knocked them flat on their faces. After a 
short distance there wasn't even a bush to 
break its force. 

The mountain was quiet except for the 
muffled whine of the wind. They didn’t 
talk, for the wind whipped the words quickly 
away. Besides, it took too much effort. Ruby 
wondered why she had even wanted to climb 
this horrid mountain. But wouldn't Dan hoot 
if she even suggested turning back! 

Her face felt frozen stiff, and water ran 
down her bangs and dripped onto her cheeks. 
She was miserable, but she pushed on, al- 
ways uphill, first into the wind, then with 
the wind behind her as the trail zigzagged 
back and forth up the ridge. She could 
faintly hear Mamma plodding behind her. 
Once in a while she could hear some word 
that Dan was saying. She couldn't under- 
stand why he tried to talk in this wind when 
no one could hear him anyway. 

After they had climbed what seemed to 
Ruby to be hours, they met two hikers 
coming down-trail. 
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“Are we almost to the top?” she asked 
them hopefully. 

One of them laughed. “You're only well 
started,” he said. “And is it cold at 
top!” 

Ruby’s heart sank lower. Could she ever 
make it? But she wouldn't give up. She 
would climb Mount Lassen. All 10,543 feet 
of it too. Let’s see—the trail started at about 
eight thousand feet. How much did that 
leave to climb? Her brain seemed to be 
numb from the cold, but she finally figured 
that she would climb over 2,000 feet up, 
and the length of the trail was two and a 
half miles, the ranger had said. 

A few times they stopped to rest a min- 
ute in the shelter of a large lava rock. Half- 
way up they met a bedraggled party of hikers 
coming down. “Don’t try to go up,” said the 
leader. “The wind and fog are much worse 
as you go higher. We are exhausted.” 

As soon as the hikers were swallowed 
up in the fog again a few feet away, Mamma 
asked, “Shall we go back? It’s up to you two.” 

Dan looked at Ruby. She tried to smile, 
but her face was too stiff from the cold. “Let's 
go on,” she said slowly. 

Dan nodded in a pleased way. Ruby was 
glad he was beginning to think that she could 
finish what she started. 

They trudged on, leaning against the wind. 
Snow lay beside the trail in many places, 
but Ruby was too cold to care. They met two 
more hikers, one a gray-haired man. 

“Why don’t you turn around and go 
down?” the older man asked. “The wind is 
terrific up higher.” 

“T want to go on,” said Ruby. 

“Good luck to you,” the man said. “You'll 
have to step lively. It’s three-thirty. I don’t 
know whether you'll get down before dark 
or not. And you're doubtless the last hikers 
on the mountain today.” 

Ruby plodded on, having to think to make 
one foot go in front of the other. She never 
dreamed before that she would ever have 
to think in order to walk. 


the 





At last the trail seemed to become mon a 
n 


level, and the wind whipped harder tha 
ever. “Are we really at the top?” she shouted 
at Dan, close ahead of her. The wind blew 
her words away, but Dan shouted back. 

She caught some of his words, “. . . little 
farther... level part way ... up a little... 
the rock.” 

She wondered what he meant by the rock 

To page 19 




















Nature's 


LLUSTRATID BY 


YOU want to have some fun, you can 
amaze your friends by using nature's ther- 
mometer to tell the temperature. All you 
need to read nature’s thermometer is a watch 
with a second hand, and a listening ear. 
Your friends will be really puzzled if they 
see you look at your watch and tell them 
how cold it is. They will also be delighted 
to learn from you how it’s done. 

Here's how you do it. Listen for the chirp- 
ing of the black field cricket in the grass 
or flowerbed. When you hear it, look at 
your watch and count the number of chirps 
for fourteen seconds; add forty, and your 
cricket thermometer will have told you the 
exact temperature at the particular moment. 
If your cricket doesn’t chirp for this long 
a time, count the chirps for only seven 
seconds, multiply the result by two, and 
add forty. This will also give the temper- 
ature. 

All the crickets are very sensitive to 
changes in temperature. The hotter the tem- 
perature, the faster they chirp. 
The cooler the temperature, the 
slower they chirp. Some crickets 
are better thermometers than 
others. The snowy tree cricket, 
sometimes called the tempera- 
ture cricket, is one of the most 
accurate thermometers. It can be 
heard nearly every night in the 
summer, and usually sings from 
the trees rather than from the 
ground. To find the temperature | 
from this cricket’s song, count | 
the chirps for fourteen seconds 
and add forty-two. It may take 
you a while to learn to recognize 
the snowy’s song, because it 
sounds like the music of some 
tiny species of tree frog. 

Both of these crickets can be 
heard throughout the spring, 
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Thermometer 
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summer, and early fall. The black field cricket 
has come to the United States from Europe, 
where it is common in large numbers. There 
it is called the hearth cricket, because it 
frequently comes into the house and hides in 
the cracks between the stones of the hearth, 
or fireplace. It can become a pest. Some- 
times it will get in the pantry and spoil a 
lot of food, or it will get into the laundry 
and chew holes in the clothes. 

The snowy tree cricket is by contrast a 
more beneficial cricket. It seldom is found 
in houses. Its main food is plant lice. Plant 
lice damage many different kinds of plants, 
sucking out their juices, so that they die; 
therefore, the snowy cricket is quite bene- 
ficial to man. Study the illustrations with this 
article so that you can recognize these two 
of nature’s thermometers. 

Nearly every invention of man might be 
found in nature if we only knew where 
to look. Our Father gave these things to us 
that we might know how wise He is. 
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Mother kept saying the wrong words! 


Mother's Strange Prayer 


en 


HE strange thing about it was that it 

wasn't the prayer Mother had planned to 
pray. When she bowed her head she intended 
to ask God to give her lame horse strength 
to pull the wagon over the mountain. But 
when she opened her mouth she said, “Lord, 
send Thy angels to protect us.” And try 
as she would—and she tried three times— 
she couldn’t pray for the horse. Glenn and 
Merna wondered what was wrong. 

They found out soon, in the shadows on 
the lonely road ahead! 

It all began on Friday afternoon when 
Glenn and Merna were out with Mother giv- 
-ing Signs of the Times to some of the neigh- 
bors. 

Mother had taken a copy of the paper into 
one of the houses, leaving Glenn and Merna 
in the wagon outside. They were behind 
schedule today, and the afternoon was al- 
ready growing dark as the sun sank lower 
and lower toward the West, bringing the 
Sabbath with it. 

“It certainly is taking Mother a long time 
to give Mrs. Curry her Signs this week,” 
grumbled Glenn. “It would take me but a 
minute to run up to the door, knock and 
hand the paper to her.” 

“Now, Glenn, you know Mrs. Curry is 
very interested in learning more about Jesus 
and His love,’ Merna rebuked him. “She 
has probably asked some question that 
Mother is trying to answer for her. Look,” 
she said, pointing to the house, “here comes 
Mother now.” “Mother,” she called, “how 
many more stops do we have to make?” 

“Only one, at Shady Grove. Mrs. Curry 
just told me about a short cut over the 
mountain, but we have to go up a steep hill 
if we take it. And since Dexter [the horse] 
hurt his leg, he can’t climb very well. I don’t 
know whether we should try it or not.” 
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© By CAROLYN SPRING 


Mother glanced hurriedly at the deepening 
western sky and urged Dexter along at a 
faster pace than usual. 

When they came to the road leading to 
the cutoff, they paused a few moments, won- 
dering what would be the wisest thing to do. 

“Mother,” came Glenn’s small but sin- 
cere voice, “you have always taught us to 
pray when we were in doubt or in need of 
God's care. Why don’t we pray now? I am 
sure He will tell us which road to take. 
And He can help Dexter go over the hill 
if only our faith is strong. He wants to 
help us get home by sundown. Let’s pray 
that God will strengthen Dexter's leg.” 

“How right you are, Glenn. Let’s pray be- 
fore we start, and continue praying as we 
go along.” 

With all their heads bowed, Mother 
prayed. And that was when the strange 
prayer came out. “Lord,” she said, “send Thy 
angels to protect us.” 

The children looked up in surprise. They 
had planned to pray for Dexter, that he 
would be able to make the grade with his 
lame leg! 

For a moment Mother couldn't speak. 
At last she said, “I don’t know what was 
wrong; but when I began to pray for Dex- 
ter, I forgot all about him and thought only 
of us. I feel confident, though, that we 
should take the short cut.” 


Mother gave Dexter the signal to go, an 


began to pray out loud, but with the same 
result. “Dear Lord,” she prayed again, “send 
Thy angels to protect us.” Three times 
Mother prayed, and each time she prayed 
for their own protection. 

Mother was watching Dexter very closely 
by this time, and the children had stopped 
talking and laughing, because they could 
tell something unusual was going on. As 


























they neared the top of the hill, they could 
see that Dexter was going to be all right, 
but not once did they forget Mother's strange 
prayer. 

“See, Glenn, here's the top.” Merna 
clapped her hands joyfully. “We made it! 
We made it! And Dexter still seems to be 
in tiptop shape. Mother, I wonder why you 
couldn’t pray for Dexter. God answered that 
part anyway and helped him, I'm sure.” 

“I don’t know, Merna. Maybe we will find 
out. Perhaps the Lord was guiding my prayer. 
But I do know I was not worried for the 
horse, only for us.” 

Soon they entered a dense forest. The 
shadows of the trees looked like ghost figures 
on the road; pine boughs sighed softly in 
the mild evening breeze; birds were calling 
their good-night songs. It was all rather 
eerie and mysterious, yet beautiful. 

“Mother, next Friday let’s get through 
with our work early and come this way 
again,” suggested Merna eagerly. “Then I 
will have time to pick some of these flowers.” 


Glenn and Merna bowed their heads as Mother 
prayed for the horse. But she said the wrong prayer. 
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“Yes, dear. We will try to do——” Mother 
didn’t finish the sentence. She had seen 
something on the road ahead. A_ strange- 
looking human figure was approaching them. 

The man, for that’s what he appeared to 
be, was dressed in black, with a black mask 
and a gun. Mother remembered stories of 
what had happened to other people in this 
mountainous region when they were ap- 
proached by men of this kind. She thought 
of her children and their safety, of her purse 
beside her, and the money that she had been 
so faithful in saving, of her husband at home 
waiting for them. 

“O Mother, look at that queer man com- 
ing toward us. He is carrying a gun. | won- 
der what he wants,” Glenn exclaimed, for 
now he had seen the masked man too. 

Merna quickly turned her eyes from the 
flowers and looked ahead. Chills ran down 
her back. Oh, what did he want? Why was 
he dressed like that? 

By this time the man was within shout- 

To page 17 
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BRINGING HOME THE CALF 


By ELMA HELGASON 


aca was no doubt about it. Pansy was 
not with the cows today, and that probably 
meant the new calf was born. 

Pansy was Gaylene’s own little heifer, 
black and white and beautiful. For several 
days now Gaylene’s dad had been telling 
her to keep an eye on Pansy. “She is going 
to have her little calf pretty soon,” he said. 

What a thrill! And most exciting of all, 
there was good reason to believe that the 
calf was here already. For Pansy was no- 
where to be found. It was always Gaylene’s 
chore to bring home the cows, but today 
they had come home by themselves soon 
after dinner—and Pansy had not come with 
them! “She must be hiding somewhere out 
in the bush with the new calf,” Gaylene de- 
cided. 

Gaylene spent most of her days caring 
for the farm animals, all of whom loved 
her as she loved them. When she came out 
to the pasture and the horses saw her, ev- 
ery head would be flung up and joyful whin- 
nies of greetings would fill the air. Soon 
there would be a thundering of hoofs as 
the horses came galloping to crowd around 
her. When the cattle saw her they formed 
a circle, licking her clothes, nudging and 
pushing each other in an effort to get closest, 
while the shy little newborn range calves 
stood on the outskirts and wondered what 
was going on. 

Nobody ever needed to wonder where 
Gaylene was. She was either out in her be- 
loved woods, or she was caring for the ani- 
mals, or she was galloping off somewhere 
in the wilderness on one of the ponies. To- 
day she knew no one would wonder where 
she was as she started out to hunt for her 
new treasure. 

There was no use taking a pony today. 
Gaylene was wise in the ways of mother 
cows when the little calves were born, for 
had she not spent hours searching through 
the deepest woods for them? 
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Her nimble feet flew down the path. At 
the edge of the woods she paused. Several 
cow paths came together. Which one should 
she take? Choosing one, she went slowly 
on, searching every nook and cranny. 

Soon she was deep in the woods, skirting 
a slough. Here the woods were dense and 
she moved carefully along, going in and 
out where the trees were thickest. 

Suddenly she saw her! Sure enough, there 
was Pansy, vigorously licking at something 
lying in front of her. In a minute Gaylene 
was kneeling beside the cutest little black 
and white calf she had ever seen. 

“Why, you're just like a little kitten, and 
that will be your name!” she told the calf. 
“Now, how am I going to get you home?” 

For a few minutes Gaylene stayed beside 
the cow and calf, petting and talking to 
them and rubbing the baby with a handful 
of grass. Kitten was too heavy for her to 
carry, and the barn was far away. The men 
would not be home until after dark. Then 
she remembered the wheelbarrow. Perhaps 
if Rhoda came with her they could get the 
calf home in it. Quickly she ran to the 
house. 

Rushing inside, she saw that Patsy, a 
neighbor girl, was visiting with Rhoda. 
“Girls,” she exclaimed. “Pansy’s new calf 
has just been born. It’s the cutest thing! 
She’s over in the woods by the slough. Let's 
go and bring her home in the wheelbarrow.” 

“What fun!” the girls answered, and with- 
out another word they ran to the barn. They 
put hay in the wheelbarrow to make a com 
fortable bed, then headed for the wood 
This time it was slow going, and though the 
girls took turns at the wheelbarrow, they 
were all hot and perspiring by the time they 
reached the edge of the woods. 

“It sure is hot,” said Rhoda. 

“Isn’t it ever!” said Patsy. 

“The woods are cooler,” Gaylene assured 
them, “but now we will have to lift the 
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wheelbarrow over dead trees and 


things that lie across the path.” 


other 


Indeed their progress was slow. Sometimes 
the trees grew so close on both sides of 
the path that they could hardly squeeze 
the barrow through. At last, however, they 
arrived at the slough. Little Kitten would 
have to wobble her way from the willows 
to the path, because no wheelbarrow could 
go to where she lay. 

For a minute all three girls stood and 
admired the cute little black and white baby. 
Then they got busy trying to get her to 
stand on her feet. This accomplished at last, 
they helped her over logs and through the 
willows, one holding her up on each side 
and one pushing behind. Pansy obediently 
followed, mooing instructions softly and get- 
ting herself in the way often. 

At last the wheelbarrow was reached, 
and after resting a bit, the girls picked up 
the calf between them and with a mighty 
heave deposited her in the bed of hay in 
the wheelbarrow. Gaylene picked up the 
handles and got ready to start, but somehow 
Kitten was not evenly distributed in the 
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wheelbarrow, and over it 
went on its side, spilling 
Kitten onto the grass and 
tumbling Gaylene . beside 
her. How the girls laughed 
at that one! Then they tried 
again. 

They heaved Kitten into the wheelbarrow 
once more, but this time Patsy held one side 
and Rhoda held the other as Gaylene gingerly 
lifted the handles. All went well for a few 
yards, and then Kitten decided she wasn’t 
comfortable and did a little moving on her 
own. Again the barrow fell over, and the 
calf lay in the grass. But they picked her 
up, and on they went. 

Sometimes the girls had to take Kitten 
out while they lifted the wheelbarrow over 
a log. Sometimes they let Kitten wobble 
along for a few yards by herself. Eventually 
they came to the edge of the woods, and 

To page 19 





It was no easy job bringing home the calf. The 
girls held the sides of the barrow, Gaylene pushed. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 











TRICKS WITH PAPER 


By NATHANIEL KRUM 


paAio 


OU can use paper for many exciting and 

clever tricks. Here are three good items 
for your next party. 

Secure three tumblers and place two of 
them six inches apart on a table. Now ask 
your audience if one of them can balance 
the third tumbler between the other two, 
using only a piece of ordinary writing pa- 
per. They will likely say that it is impos- 
sible to do this. 

When all of them have given up, take a 
piece of firm paper and fold it accordionlike 
into eight or ten narrow folds. Then open 
out the folded sheet about one third of the 
way and place it on the edges of the two 
tumblers, thus bridging the gap between 
them. Now take the third tumbler and bal- 
ance it carefully on this folded paper sup- 
port. The folded paper holds it! Simple, 
isn’t it, when you know how! 

Another trick in which a coin appears 
to disappear is played by taking a flat piece 
of paper about five inches square and laying 
it on the table. In the middle of this piece 
of paper you place a dime. Now, take a 
tumbler to whose drinking edge you have 
previously glued a piece of paper exactly 
like the paper on the table. (The paper must 
be glued to the tumbler and the edges care- 
fully trimmed even around the drinking edge 
of the tumbler before the party begins. ) 

To prepare for the trick, place the tum- 
bler upside down on the paper near the 
dime. Then, in performing the stunt, move 
the glass rapidly around the dime on the 
paper. Suddenly lift the edge slightly, slide 
the glass over the coin, and it will seem to 
disappear. (Your audience will not be able 
to see the dime, because of the paper you 
have glued over the mouth of the tumbler. ) 
The dime will mysteriously reappear when 
you move the tumbler. Tricky, isn’t it? 

Here is another good paper trick. Ask 
your friends the question: “Can you boil 
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water in a paper container without burning 
the paper?” Most of them will say that this 
can't be done. But it can, and here's how. 

Take a piece of good-quality paper and 
fold it into the shape of a box with sides 
about one inch high. Secure the edges with 
pins or paper clips. Next, fill the container 
about half full of water and place it on two 
firm supports. Now place a candle, gas flame, 
or a lighted lamp without the chimney under 
the container, and wait for the water to boil. 
Strangely enough, the water will boil, and 
the flame will not burn the paper so long 
as the flame touches only that part of the 
paper container in which there is water. 
Truly a simple trick that will arouse plenty 
of interest! 
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Who Wes He? PAID; 
By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


His name means “drawn out of the water.” 

He was well educated. 

At one time he murdered a man. 

He spent forty years of his life tending sheep. 

He was called the meekest man upon the face of 
the earth. 

He became a great and well-known leader. 

He was also a prophet, and he prophesied of Christ. 


Books of the Bible 
By REUBEN S. DELONGY/PAIEy 


Not even. (Num. 3:48.) 

That part of the limb between the knee and foot. 
Something that bowed down to Joseph. (Gen. 37:9.) 
What John did to the little book. (Rev. 10:10.) 
“Early to ———— and early to rise.”’ 

Boat Noah built. (Gen. 6:14.) 

Lived in Sodom. (Gen. 19:1.) 

Works without being watched. (Prov. 6:6.) 

Will feed beside the bear. (Isa. 11:7.) 

A mischievous child. 

To color. (Ex. 25:5.) 
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Mother’s Strange Prayer 
From page 11 


ing distance. “Stop!” he commanded harshly. 
“Up with your hands!” 

Mother, acting as if she had not heard 
or seen him, kept right on going. Again 
he shouted at her, but still with no result. 
She looked straight ahead and drove on 
a lite faster. 

As he neared the buggy, the man stepped 
boldly out in front of Dexter, stopping him. 
Then turning toward Mother, he shouted, 
"Stick up your hands! Stick them up, I say!” 

This time he was more emphatic than 
ever. There were a few seconds of silence, 
then in a very calm, steady voice, Mother 
said, “I am afraid you have the wrong per- 
son.” 

The masked man stood as if turned to 
stone. The children almost held their breath 


in astonishment. Even Mother seemed sur- 
prised at her own words. The man stared 
another moment in utter amazement, then 
dropped his arm from Dexter's bridle and 
stammered slowly, “W-w-well, move on 
then.” 

Mother gave the rein a light flip and 
Dexter walked off, but not a word was 
spoken. Only the regular clump, clump, 
clump of Dexter’s hoofs on the hard dirt 
road and an occasional squeak of a buggy 
wheel could be heard. 

Then Glenn recovered his natural curios- 
ity enough to look back down the dusky 
road. “Mother!” he called excitedly. “Mother, 
look! There are two of them now. The 
other one looks like a woman. She is shak- 
ing her finger at the man. I wonder what 
she is doing that for! Who are they, Mother?” 
Glenn was settling down in the buggy seat 
again. “Where did they come from, do you 
suppose?” 

“I don’t know, dear.” Mother's voice, so 
steady a few moments ago, was shaking now, 
and she could say no more. 

The little group drove on in silence a 
while longer, and then in a serious manner 
Merna looked up at Mother and said, “Now 
I understand. I understand about your prayer, 
Mother. Jesus knew that that mean, ugly 
old man was going to stop us and. maybe 
kill us, so He had you pray for our pro- 
tection instead of Dexter’s. He knew Dexter 
would make the hill all right, but——” 
Merna’s voice broke and she shuddered, snug- 
gling closer to Mother. 

“Well,” declared Glenn, “it has taught 
me one thing for sure, and that is never to 
doubt God's power.” 

“How right you are,” said Mother. “We 
certainly have much to be thankful for. And 
now that we have put a safe distance between 
us and danger,” she glanced back down the 
empty road, “wouldn't you like to stop and 
say a little thank-you prayer to God?” Eagerly 
the children agreed. 

Little did Merna and Glenn realize that 
evening as they were telling Daddy of their 
experience, that another traveler on the road 
to Shady Grove was being robbed and killed 
by the same man who had stopped them. 

Many years have passed since that event- 
ful Friday evening of long ago, but Merna 
and Glenn, now grown up, love to tell the 
story of their mother’s strange prayer, and 
of how God cares for all His children who 
have faith in Him. 
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CHAKLES CAREY 


Selle GAMES for JUNIOR YOUTH 


SPELLING GAME 


A game for Junior youth to play with younger 
brothers and sisters—these thirty sets of twin 
cards will provide instruction and entertain- 
ment for very young children by making them 
familiar with some common words through 
association of the words with the pictures that 
portray them. The first fifteen sets are for 
very young children, and the last fifteen sets 
are designed for a slightly older group 


PRICE, $.75 


BIBLE TRUTH GAME 


This little game consisting of 101 niccly 
printed cards with accompanying instruction 
and answer book promotes interest in Bible 
facts. Some of the questions test the memory; 
some provoke thought. Profitable for Sabbath 


hours. 
PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 


A sea that lost its tongue, imported apes and 
peacocks, twenty worthless towns—could you 
locate these references in the Bible? This 
attractively printed card game affords suitable 
Sabbath diversion in finding Bible place names 


PRICE, $1.00 


Prices Higher in Canada 
Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 


MTP LM, 
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AND HERALD PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, TAKOMA PARK 


Order NOW from your BOOK & BIBLE HOUSE 







































BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible games that will 
atford many hours of exciting and instructional 
fun. Any number up to twenty can play it, 
but the maximum pleasure comes when played 
by from four to cight players. It tests one's 
knowledge of Bible characters and one's agility 
in spelling their names. It uses an interesting 


forfeit system. 
PRICE, $1.50 
BIBLE CHARACTER GAME 


Conducted according to the rules provided, 
it furnishes stimulating rivalry in acquiring 
a wide knowledge of Bible personalities and in 
what books of the Bible they may be found. 
Educational and devotional emulation are pro- 
voked in the family circle or church group 


when played intelligently 
PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a new game cleverly designed to teach 
those who play it how to familiarize themselves 
with the relative positions of the books of the 
Bible. Develops skill in turning quickly to any 
needed Bible text. Printed on durable enameled 
stock, it consists of 66 cards, one for each 


book of the Bible 
PRICE, $1.00 


12, BC 














Brothers of the Scarred Hands 
From page 5 


announced to the village that they were 
blood brothers! 

In a few days the cuts healed, but a scar 
was left to remind them that they were 
brothers—brothers of the scarred hands! 

Little did Billy and Ketowa realize the 
significance of that “cross of blood” cere- 
mony, but in a few years to come it was to 
change their eternal destiny, as we shall 
learn next week. It was to bring shame on 
one and a sentence of death to the other! 

Continued Next Week: “Decision!” 





Ruby’s Mountain 
From page 8 


Soon they reached the snow field. The 
snow crown of Mount Lassen! Her heart 
jumped. She was almost to the top. The 
snow was waist high on either side of the 
narrow trail, and packed hard on the trail 
itself. That snow had been here all summer 
with no trees, bushes, or even plants to shade 
it from the sun. Ruby shivered more at the 
very thought. 

Soon they were on the last rocky climb to 
the tip of the peak. The wind seemed de- 
termined to hold her back from reaching it, 
but Ruby crawled on her hands and knees 
over the rocks. Dan got behind her to give 
her a boost if she needed help. 

Then she saw the metal can chained to the 
rock. The top! 

She stood upright, bracing herself against 
the rock. “We've made it!” she shouted into 
the gale. Her words were whipped noiselessly 
away, but Dan grinned and shook her hand. 

With trembling fingers they signed their 
names in the hikers’ register and replaced 
it in the can. 

Ruby’s heart sang inside her. She had 
climbed her mountain. From now on she 
wouldn't complain about anything being too 
hard to do. 

They quickly started down the trail. They 
didn’t want to be out on the mountain after 
dark. Going down was almost as hard as 
going up, for the wind was blowing stronger 
all the time, and the mist was colder and 
wetter and heavier. 

But Ruby didn’t notice the weather much 
now. She was too overjoyed to think that 


she had actually reached the top of Mount 
Lassen. 

They were about two thirds of the way 
down when Ruby stumbled on a rock and 
fell headlong down the trail. Dan turned 
quickly and helped her up. Ruby choked back 
a cry. Her ankle felt as if she had hit it 
with a hammer. 

“Hurt, sis?” Dan asked anxiously when she 
tried to stand. 

Ruby nodded, biting her lip to keep from 
crying. 

“We're almost down,” Mamma said. “If we 
help you, can you walk?” 

“T'll try,” said Ruby. She had conquered 
Lassen, and she wasn't going to give up 
now. Surely it couldn't be far to the car. 

She limped along, holding onto Dan and 
Mamma. Soon they came to a trail marker, 
and she remembered that it marked the first 
switchback. At last they saw the car. Wel- 
come sight! 

“We made it, Daddy,” she called as he got 
out to meet them. “We climbed to the very 
top.” 

Dan grinned. “Ruby means that we pushed 
our way through the wind. Boy, she’s some 
hiker, Dad. She didn’t even complain at all, 
not even when she fell and hurt her ankle. 
I'll never say again that she doesn’t finish 
what she starts.” 

Ruby managed to smile a bit when Daddy 
said, “I knew you could climb your moun- 
tain if you really tried.” 

Ruby leaned back in the seat in the warm 
car. This had been one of the most exciting 
days in her life. 





Bringing Home the Calf 
From page 15 


thereafter the going was easier, though there 
were still a few more spills. At last, however, 
all hot and tired, they reached the barn, 
where Pansy and Kitten were housed in 
a comfortable stall. 

“Whew!” said Patsy. “It’s a good thing 
we didn’t have any farther to go!” 

“Tl say it is,” agreed Rhoda. “Let's go 
and get a drink. I feel as if all the pep had 
gone out of me.” 

“Be with you in a minute,” called Gaylene 
as she grabbed a pail and went to get water 
for Pansy. 
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HELP 
in the Storm 


IGHTNING flashed! The wind 

screamed weirdly! Sirens screeched! 
I sat nervously in a downtown drugstore 
drinking a malted milk. My companion 
and I quickly took a bus to the place we 
called home during the summer we were 
canvassing. 

“All the time we wondered how much 
damage the storm had caused. Why were 
the ambulances rushing around? and the 
fire engines? Why was everywhere so 
dark? Why was there no water in the 
tap? 

“The best thing to do, we decided, was 
to get ready for bed. We were just 
kneeling in prayer, asking the Lord’s 
protection, when the downstairs door 
opened and someone called anxiously, 
“Are you all right? Are you sure no one 
is hurt?’ 

“Quickly we scurried down and found 
that a tornado had struck a few miles 
north of us. We ran to the radio and 
turned it on. A man announced that 
many people were dead and the count 
was increasing rapidly. Where there had 
been jazz bands, now there were hymns, 
solemn and majestic, in respect for the 
dead and the dying. 

“We couldn’t just sit there! In a mat- 
ter of minutes we were dressed and in 
the car running errands, collecting ar- 
ticles needed, fixing food to take to the 
crews who were working all night, and 
setting up beds for the injured. It seemed 
as though our work was so insignificant. 
What were we doing, when hundreds 
lay in the hospitals waiting for someone 
to save their lives? 

“Before I crawled into bed late the 
next morning I had made a very definite 
decision. I would be able to help some- 
one if the need ever arose again. I would 
become a nurse. I wanted my life to be 
of service to God and man.” 
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By 


WINIFRED MC CORMACK 


EDWARDS 





KEYSTONE 


This is the story a freshman college 
student told in answer to the question, 
“Why are you interested in becoming a 
nurse?” 

Perhaps you may never have to meet 
such an emergency as the one she de- 
scribed. However, each day we have op- 
portunities to help those who are in need 
of physical help and comfort, if we only 
knew what to do for them. We must 
make preparation to meet emergencies 
before the need arises. 

Begin to make plans now to get a 
preparation that will fit you to give sim- 
ple first-aid treatment or home nursing 
care. A good way to start is to read the 
book, The Ministry of Healing, by Ellen 
G. White. It will teach you how to bring 
comfort to those who are sick physically 
or spiritually. And join a Pathfinder 
first-aid class. 























The Girl Nobody Wanted 
From page 3 


garden produce. Often Nina slipped close 
to listen to them talk. One evening she saw 
many people passing by and heard them 
mention “the meetings.” She became very 
curious, and had a strong desire to go where 
the people were going. That night she cov- 
ered her face and went quietly to the vil- 
lage. Everything seemed so strange. Un- 
noticed by the people, she slipped into one 
of the seats at the meetinghouse, far back 
in a corner. She never missed a meeting 
after that. 

One night as she was sitting there she 
became so entranced with the message that 
she let the covering slip from her face, and 
several people recognized her. Immediately 
there was confusion. The leper woman was 
among them! They ran to the pastor who 
was holding the meetings and told him 
about her being there and asked him to 














HIGHWAY SALT SHAKER. Snow on some 
highways is cleared by “adding a pinch of 
salt.” When weather conditions are right, the 


snow can be made to melt by using a crop- 
dusting airplane to fly above the road sprin- 
kling the snowy surface with salt crystals. 


WINGS WHEN THEY NEED THEM. Aphids 
are little insects that may or may not have 
wings. Aphids that live on cotton plants, it 
is said, have wings only when they need them. 
As long as there is plenty of food for all, the 
aphids are born without wings. But as soon 
as the food supplies dwindle, the next gen- 
@:: «i is born with wings, so the insects 
can fly away and find food somewhere else. 


send her away. The pastor pleaded with 
them to allow her to stay, that she too might 
hear of the love of the Lord Jesus. 

So the woman came every night until 
the close of the series of meetings. As the 
pastor stood at the door shaking hands with 
the people, he shook hands with the leper 
woman too. One night near the close of the 
series the pastor invited the people to join 
the baptismal class. Several men and women 
stood. Among them was the leper woman. 
Further instruction was given, the people 
were fully convinced, and the pastor ar- 
ranged for a baptismal service. 

Then something strange took place. After 
the leper woman was baptized, she was 
healed from her leprosy. She was clean and 
happy again. Her parents and relatives were 
no longer against her, but took her back 
into their homes, and are rejoicing with her. 
People never cease to talk about the leper 
woman of Kajuroja—the “Naaman” woman 
of the North Celebes. 


FRESHMAN WRITER. Be sure to read ‘““Moth- 
er’s Strange Prayer” on page 10. Miss Spring, 
who comes from Fort Worth, Texas, wrote 
the story when she was a freshman at South- 
western Junior College last school year. While 
she pursues a secretarial course, Miss Spring 
spends her spare time practicing on the organ. 
Music is her major hobby. She has told this 
story as her father told it to her when she 
was a child. 


SUNNY CALIFORNIA. All that sunshine in 
California presents some problems too. Last 
year there was so much sun and so little rain 
in the Los Angeles area that twelve major for- 
est fires occurred, several of them at a time 
when snow covered most of the forests of 
the nation. A million acres of grazing land 
in San Bernardino County have become a dust 
bowl. But people still like southern California. 
Its population is growing faster than any other 
part of the nation, and last year alone four 
million people visited the State, spending more 
than six hundred million dollars. 
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!11—Christ Our Salvation 


(JULY 


Lesson Texts: 
Revelation 3:20. 

Memory Verse: “For God so loved the world, 
that he gave his only begotten Son, that whoso- 
ever believeth in him should not perish, but 
have everlasting life” (John 3:16). 


Romans 3:23; | Peter 1:18, 19; 


Guiding Thought 


“Salvation is a free gift, and yet it is to be 
bought and sold. . The gospel of Christ is a 
blessing that all may possess. The poorest are 
as well able as the richest to purchase salvation; 
for no amount of worldly wealth can secure it. 
It is obtained by willing obedience, by giving 
ourselves to Christ as His own purchased posses- 
sion. 

“We can not earn salvation, but we are to seek 
for it with as much interest and perseverance as 
though we would abandon everything in the 
world for it.’—Christ’s Object Lessons, pp. 116, 
117. 


ASSIGNMENT 1 
Read the lesson texts and the guiding thought. 
ASSIGNMENT 2 
Salvation—Its Price 
1. When Paul tells us to take care of our 
bodies because they are the temple of the Holy 
Ghost, of what fact does he remind us? (1 Cor. 
6:20.) 
2. With what have we 
Peter 1:18, 19.) 
NOTE.—The word redeem means to “regain 
possession of by paying a price.’ We are Christ's, 
but Satan became prince of this world and claimed 
us as his subjects. Christ by His sacrifice bought 
us back and regained possession of us. 


ASSIGNMENT 3 
Our Need of Salvation 


been redeemed? (1 


3. How many of us have sinned and stand in 
need of salvation? (Rom. 3:23.) 

NOoTE.—‘‘Wherefore,”’ 
place in this epistle, 


writes Paul in another 
“as by one man sin entered 


into the world, and death by sin; and so death 
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passed upon all men, for that all have sinned” 


(Rom. 5:12) 

4. Jeremiah wrote, “The heart is deceitful 
above all things, and desperately wicked: who 
can know it?” (Jer. 17:9). How did the prophet 
illustrate the fact that man by himself can do 
nothing to change the nature of his deceitful 
heart? (Jer. 13:23.) 

NoTE.— "There is help for us only in God. We 
must not wait for stronger persuasions, for better 
opportunities, or for holier tempers. We can do 
nothing of ourselves. We must come to Christ 
just as we are.”’—Steps to Christ, p. 36. 

5. What searching question did Jesus ask to 
help us understand how much salvation is worth 
to us? (Matt. 16:26.) 

ASSIGNMENT 4 
Jesus Paid the Price 

6. Who saves us from our sins? (Matt. 1:21.) 

NoOTE.—"The price of heaven is Jesus. The 
way to heaven is through faith in ‘the Lamb of 
God, which taketh away the sin of the world.’ ’— 
The Desire of Ages, p. 385. 

7. Can we find salvation in any other way 
than through accepting Jesus? (Acts 4:12.) 

Notre.—"None but the Son of God could 
accomplish our redemption; for only He who was 
in the bosom of the Father could declare Him. 
Only He who knew the height and depth of the 
love of God could make it manifest. Nothing 
less than the infinite sacrifice made by Christ in 
behalf of falien man could express the Father's 
love to lost humanity.”—Steps to Christ, 


ASSIGNMENT 5 

All Heaven Interested in Man’s Salvation 

8. What sacrifice did God the Father make to 
secure our salvation? (John 3:16.) 

9. What part does Christ have in our salva- 
tion? (Gal. 1:3, 4.) 

10. What does the Holy Spirit do to help man? 
(Rom. 8:26.) 

11. How do the angels help fallen men? (Heb. 
1:14.) 


p. 16. e 























NoOTE.—"All heaven is interested in our sal- 
vation.” —Testimonies, vol. 1, p. 124. 

“Angels of God are now moving upon the 
hearts of His honest children to enlighten their 
understanding as to the present truth, that they 
may lay hold upon it and live.”—Early Writings, 

. 98 


“He [God] will not permit any soul to be 
disappointed who is sincere in his longing for 
something higher and nobler than anything the 
world can offer. Constantly He is sending His 
angels to those who, while surrounded by circum- 
stances the most discouraging, pray in faith for 
some power higher than themselves to take pos- 
session of them, and bring deliverance and peace.” 
—Prophets and Kings, p. 378. 

“The very angels who, when Satan was seeking 
the supremacy, fought the battle in the heavenly 
courts and triumphed on the side of God... 
are most intensely interested to work in union 
with the fallen, redeemed race for the salvation 
of human beings perishing in their sins. . . . By 
uniting with these powers that are omnipotent, 
we are benefited by their higher education and 
experience. . . . This is heaven’s way of admin- 
istering saving power. The human agent 
stands as the visible instrument to confer the 
blessings of angelic agencies.” —Testimonies, vol. 
6, pp. 456, 457. 


ASSIGNMENT 6 


The Invitation to Accept the Gift of Salvation 

12. In the fifth chapter of the book of Ro- 
mans, verses 15 and 18, the apostle Paul speaks 
of salvation as “the free gift” of God. What 
gracious invitation does Christ give us to accept 
this priceless gift? (Rev. 3:20.) 

NOTE.—"The True Witness says, ‘Behold, I 
stand at the door, and knock.’ Rev. 3:20. Every 
warning, reproof, and entreaty in the word of 


“Let him that is athirst come. And whosoever 


God or through His messengers is a knock at the 
door of the heart. It is the voice of Jesus asking 
for entrance. With every knock unheeded, the 
disposition to open becomes weaker. The impres- 
sions of the Holy Spirit if disregarded today, 
will not be as strong tomorrow. The heart be- 
comes less impressible, and lapses into a perilous 
unconsciousness of the shortness of life, and of 
the great eternity beyond. Our condemnation in 
the judgment will not result from the fact that 
we have been in error, but from the fact that we 
have neglected heaven-sent opportunities for learn- 
ing what is truth.’—The Desire of Ages, pp. 
489, 490. 

13. Who besides Jesus gives the invitation? 
(Rev. 22:17, first part.) 

14. Who else is to have a part in passing on 
the invitation? (Verse 17, second part.) 

15. Who is to accept the invitation? (Verse 17, 
last part.) 

NOTE.—"‘The cry of Christ to the thirsty soul 
is still going forth, and it appeals to us with 
even greater power than to those who heard it 
in the temple on that last day of the feast. The 
fountain is open for all. The weary and ex- 
hausted ones are offered the refreshing draught 
of eternal life. . . . ‘Let him that is athirst come. 
And whosoever will, let him take the water of 
life freely.” —The Desire of Ages, p. 454. 


ASSIGNMENT 7 


FILL IN THE MISSING WORDS in this para- 
ble that Christ told to illustrate the value of the 
gift of salvation: 


“Again, the kingdom of is like unto 
a man, seeking goodly : who, 
when he had found one of great 
cae , went and all that he had, 
and it’ (Matt. 13:45, 46). 


will, let him take the water of life freely.” 


PAUL REMMEY, ARTIST 














The SEVEN WONDERS of the WORLD-5 





COURTESY OF “‘CORONLT’’ MAGAZINE HARPER GOFF, ARTIST 


THE HANGING GARDENS OF BABYLON 


A nagging, homesick wife caused the hanging gardens to be made. One of Nebuchadnezzar’s 
wives had grown up in the mountains. But in Babylon, where Nebuchadnezzar brought her to live, 
the countryside was flat as far as the eye could see. She couldn’t stand it, and begged Nebuchadnez- 
zar to make her a mountain. And that’s just what he did—he made a mountain in the middle of 
the city, where she could climb to her heart's content. It was so large and so beautiful, and cost 
so much, that the people of long ago listed it as one of the seven most wonderful things in the 
world. 

Any JMV with hills near his home should thank God for giving them to him free, and spend 
as much time hiking in them as possible. 

















